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Thrice Budgel aimed to speak, but thrice supprest
By potent Arthur, knocked his chin and breast.
Toland and Tindal, prompt at priests to jeer,
Yet silent bowed to Christ no kingdom here.
Who sate the nearest, by the words o'ercoine,
Slept first; the distant nodded to the hum.
Then down are rolled the books ; stretched o'er them
lies
Each gentle clerk, and muttering seals his eyes.
As what a Dutchman plumps into the lakes,
One circle first, and then a second makes ;
What Dulness dropt among her sons imprest
Like motion, from one circle to the rest;
So from the mid-most the nutation spreads
Round and more round,, o'er all the sea of heads.
At last Centlivre felt her voice to fail;
Motteux himself unfinished left his tale ;
Boyer the state, and Law the stage gave o'er ;
Morgan and Mandevil could prate no more ;
Norton, from Daniel and Ostrcea sprung,
Blessed   with   his    father's    front,   and    mother's
tongue,
Hung silent down his never-blushing head ;
And all was hushed, as folly's self lay dead.
Thus the soft gifts of sleep conclude the day.
And stretched on bulks, as usual, poets lay.
Why should I sing, what bards the nightly muse
Did slumbering visit, and convey to stews ;
Who prouder marched, with magistrates in state,
To some famed round-house, ever open gate !